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astonishingly he appeared a year or two later
at meetings of the Hazlitt Club, London.
This, let it be confessed, was rather a dingy
affair. Professional eminence in its earlier
years is liable to give the feeling of an end of
the term supper at St. Dominic's with all the
prefects present, all wearing spectacles, and
all desiring nothing but The Good of the
School. So that when my mind reverts to
many who rose to control Government De-
partments, Banks, or the enraptured attention
of young men, I shift uneasily (and gratefully)
to the man Jones and Arthur Hugh Sidgwick.
As to Jones, my actual acquaintance with
him was of the slightest. Indeed after
Oxford I saw him only twice, may have
spoken to him for a minute, and have not
the least idea to what brilliant destiny he
proceeded. But the impression which he
made is indelible. He was in the flesh the
unrelated hero of the poem that Sidgwick
was to write some years later, unrelated
because in no single particular did he
resemble the hero, except as being, like him,
that type of young Englishman who looks
always as though he were being 'chaired3
after making a century. He was for me
deeply significant because he typifies all that
.world which died with the War and,because
as I look back to those two evenings at the
Hazlitt Club I see the shadow begin to
draw its long loop and hear the voice say: